Wisdom and Destiny

of all such as are made in the cause of
duty. Do we not all of us know of heroic
deeds whose reward has been only mis-
fortune ? A friend of my own, one day,
as he lay on the bed he was never to leave
save for that other one only which is
eternal, pointed out to me, one after the
other, the different stratagems fate had
contrived to lure him to the distant city,
where the draught of poisonous water
awaited him that he was to swallow,
wherefrorn he must die. Strangely clear
were the countless webs that destiny had
spun round this life; and the most trivial
event seemed endowed with marvellous
malice and forethought. Yet had my
friend journeyed forth to that city in
fulfilment of one of those duties that only
the saint, or the hero, the sage, detects on
the horizon of conscience. What can we
say ? But let us leave this point for the

moment, to return to it later.    My friend,
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